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Grew broader toward his death and fell, and all
The rosy heights came out above the lawns.

The splendour falls on castle walls

And snowy summits old in story:
The long light shakes across the lakes

And the wild cataract leaps in glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

0 hark, 0 hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going!
0 sweet and far from cliff and scar

The horns of Elfiand faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

0 love, they die in yon rich sky,

They faint on hill or field or river :
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

IV
( THERE sinks the nebulous star we call the Sun,
If that hypothesis of theirs be sound'
Said Ida; ' let us down and rest:' and we
Down from the lean and wrinkled precipices,
By every coppice-feather'd chasm and cleft,
Dropt thro' the ambrosial gloom to where below
No bigger than a glow-worm shone the tent
Lamp-lit from the inner.    Once she lean'd on me,
Descending; once or twice she lent her hand,
And blissful palpitations in the blood,
Stirring a sudden transport rose and fell.
But when we planted level feet, and dipt
Beneath the satin dome and entered in,